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Fu + 94» | 1 My breaſt with hoarded vengeance burns, 
S 4 While fear and rage 
SCENE I, 2 Y, om Park, ter Wich hope engage, 
g in the Bower. | 128 vine ſoul b 
Enter Queen and Page. And rule my wav'ring foul by turns. 
| Page. The path yon verdant field divides, 

Queen. HAT place is here! Which to the ſoft confinement guides. 

| What icenes appear ! 


i Queen. Eleonora, think betimes, 
Where'er ] turn my eyes, What are thy hated rival's crimes ! 
All around / | 


Whither, ah whither doſt thou go! 
What has ſhe done to move thee fo! 
— Does ſhe not warm with guilty fire 
The faichleſs lord of my defire ? 
ay 3 | Have not her fatal arts remov'd 
Cry 151 foo — | My Henry from my arms ? 


»Tis her crime to be lov'd, 
With wild variety ſurprife. | "Tis her crime to have charms. 
As o'er the. hollow vaults we walk, Let us fly, let us fly, 
A hundred echoes round us talk : : , 


She ſhall die, ſhe ſhall die, 
From hill to hill the voice is toſt, | : - 
Rocks rebountiag, feel, I feel my heart relent: 


How could the fair be innocent! 
Caves reſounding, 


To a monarch like mine, 
Not a fingle word is loſt, Who would not reſign! 
Page. There gentle Roſamond immur d, One ſo great and ſo brave 
Lives from the world and you ſecur'd. | All hearts must inflive; 
Queen, Curſe on the name! I faint, I die, 
With ſecret pangs of jealouſy, [ Afede. | e. Hark, hark! what ſound invades my ear? 


Enchanted ground 
And ſoft Elyſiums riſe: 
Flow'ry mountains, 


— 


Page. There does the penũve beauty mourn, The conqueror's approach I hear, 
And langvilh for her lord's return. He comes, victorious Henry comes 
Queen. Death and confuſion! I'm too 7 PS TEAR Hautboys, trumpets, fites, and drums, 
[ Afide. In, dreadful concert join'd, 


Send from afar 


Show me the happy manſion, ſhow & tbuad of war. 


Page. Great Henry there 


Dueen, Trifler, no more !— And fill with horror ev'ry wind, ä 
Page. Great Henry there Queen. Henry returns from danger free! 
Wili ſoon forget the toils of war. Henry returns ! but not to me, 
Queen. No more the happy manſon ſhow , He comes his Rolamond to greet, 
That holds this lovely, guilty foe: I ] And lay his laurels at ber feet, 
My wrath, like that of heav'n, ſhall riſe, | His vows impa' ent to renew; f 
And blaſt 8 in her paradiſe. His vows, to Eleonora due. 
Page. Behold on yonder riſing ground Here ſhall the uten nymph detain, 
The bower, that wanders { (While of his abſence I complain) 
In meanders, Hid in her mazy, wanton bower, 
Ever bending, | My Lord, my life, m', CONquerore 
Never ending, a | No, 0, tis decreed | 
Glades on glades, The traitreſs ſhall bleed; 
Shades in ſhades, | No fear ſhall alarm, 
Running an eternal round, No pity difarms _. 
Queen. In ſuch an endleſs maze I rove, 3 In iny rage ſhall be ſeen 
Loft in labyrigths of loves | The renaggaf s Quoen- 
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Did he not cover amorous wiles 


Will you break my poor heart? 


2 NE I. be Ent 4 ther Bower, 
Sir Tryſty, Knight of tbe Baxvers. ſolus. 
Moe ae och e 


The K ntry 


_ 


- Thrat is ty d40 a the, + 
And fam'd ior his wit and his beayty! 
| or'of us pretty fellows, ! 
Our wives art ſo Jedlous, 
They ner have enough of our duty. 
But ha! my limbs begin to quiver, 
I glow, I burn, I freeze, I ſhiver; 
Whence riſes this convulſive ſtrife; 
Ife farew! Tt 
My ſears ate true, 
war Ifotniwife. v% —— 
SCENE III. Grideline and Sir Truſty. 
Grid. Faithleſs varlet, art thou there ? | 
Sir Truſty. My love, my dove, my charming fair! 
Grid. Monſter, thy wheedling tricks I know. 


- 
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| SCENE IV. Roſamond and Sir Truſty. 


4 


Sir Trufly, Why wike-thoweartthy-rurttefo? 


Grid, Cheat not me with falſe careſſes. 
Sir ** Let me ſtop thy mouth with kiſſes. 
Grid. "Thoſe to fair Roſamond are due: 
Sir Trufty. She is not half ſo fair as you. 
Grid. She views thee with a lover's eve. 
Sir Truſty. T'll Rill be thine, and let her die. 
Grid. No, no, 'tis plain. Thy frauis I fee, 
Traitor to thy king and me — 
Sir Trwfly. O Grideline ] conſult thy glafs 
Be hold that ſweet bewitching face, 
Thoſe blooming cheeks, that lovely hue ! 
Ev*ry feature | 
(Charming creature) 
Will convince you 1 am true. 
Grid. O how bleſt were Grideline, 
Could I call Sir Truſty mine 


——t—U—U U U—— 7 7” . — 


— 


With ſoft, but ah! deceiving ſmiles ; 
How ſhovld I revel in delight, 


The ſpouſe of ſuch a peerieſs knight! 


Sir Truſiy. At length the ſtorm begins to ceaſe, 
I've ſooth'd and flatterꝰd her-to peace. 
"Tis now my turn to tyrannize: [ Afrde. 
I feel, I feel my fury xiſe! - 1 
Tigreſs, be gone. 

Grid. - love thee ſo, 

T cannot go. , * | 
Sir Truſty. Fly from my paſſion, beldame, fly ! 

Grid. Why ſo unkind, Sir Truſty, why? 

Sir Trufty. Thou'rt the plague df my life. 

Grid. I'm a fooliſh, fond wife. ; 

Sir Trafy, Let ws part, 

Let uspart. 
Grid, Will you breale my poor heart? 


Sir Trufly. Lwill if I can, - 
Grid, O'barbarous man! 
From whence'deth' All this paſſion flow? 
Sir Truſty. Thou art ugly and old, 
And a villainous ſcold. 
Grid. Thou art a ruſtic to call me ſo. 
I'm not ugly nor old, 9 8 
Nor a viilainous ſcold, 
But thou art «ruſtic to call me ſo. 
Thou, traitor, adieu! Bas 
Sir Trufty. Farewel, thou ſttrew |! 
Grid. Thou , 
Sir Trufty. Thou ſhrew! 
Both. Adieu! adieu! 
| Sir Trufty, ſolus, 
How hard is our bends Neb 
Who ſerve in the are, | 
And ſhould layout our tarey- SN | 
Qa public affe : | 


FExir. Grid. 


d.1 


And not in dumps ſo doleful join! 
| Roſ. How does my conſtant grief deface 


When conjugal toils, 


And family broils 1 
| wits all Bor rent tours miſcarry? 
Vet this is the ſot 3 
Of bim that has got ( 
Fair Roſamond's bower, 
With the chen bis power, 
And is courted by all, 
Noth the great and the ſmall, 4 


As principal pimp to the mighty King Harry, 
But ſee, the penſive fair draws near: 


I'll & a eiſtanceTand and hear. 


Roſ. From walk to walk, from ſhade to ſhade, 
From ſtream to purling ſtream convey'd, 
Through all the mazes of the grove, 
Through all the mingling tracts I xove, 
8 'Purni 7 
Burning, 
Changing, 
Ranging, 
Full of grief, and full of love! 
Impatient for. my Lotd's return, 
I fighs1 pine, L rave, I mom•m ; 
Was ever paſſion. croſs'd like mine! 
To rend my breaſt, 
And break my reſt, BAT. 
A thouſand, thouſand ills combine, 
Abſence wounds me, 
Fear ſurrounds eme, 
Guilt con founds me; 
Was ever paſſion croſs d like mine? 
Sir Truſiy. What heart of ſtone 


Can hear her moan, 


[Avart, 


The pleaſures of this happy place! * 
In vain the ſpring my ſenſes greets 
In all her colours, all her ſweets; 

To me the foſe 

No long-r-glow's, 

Every plant 

Has loſt his ſcent; 


The vernal blooms of vatious' hue, 


The bloſſoms freſh with morning dew, 

The breeze that ſweeps theſe fragrant' bowers, 
Fill'd with the breath of op'ning flow'rs; 

| Purple ſcenes, 88 

Winding greens, 

Glooms inviting, 

Birds delighting, - 


| (Nature's ſofteſt, ſweeteſt ſtore) 


Charm my tortur'd foul no more. 
Ye powers, I rave, I faint, 1 die: 
Why ſo flow! great Henry why ! 
From deith' and alarms, 
Fly, fly to my arms; mw 
Fly to my arms, my monsreh fly! 


Sir Trufty. How much more bleſs d would: 
povers be, . | 

Did all the whining fodls agree , | 
To live like Otideline and me! Apart. 


Reſ. O Roſamond, behold, too late, 
And tremble at thy future fate! 
Curſe this unhappy, guilty face, 
Every charm, and every grace, 
That to thy ruin made"their, way, 
And led thine innocente aſtray ; 
At home thou ſceſt thy queen enraged, 
Abroad thy abſent Lord engag c 
In wars, that may our leves'disjoin 


And end at once his life and mine, 


* 


ROSAMOND. 8 


Sir Trufly. Such cold compſacnte befit a nun: | Sir Truſty. At the fight of her loxer 


If the turns honeſt, I'm undone! „ { Apart. She'll quickly fecover. . 
Reſ. Beneath ſome hoaty "i | What place will:you chufe 
I'll lay me down and we | For firſt ipterviews ? | | 
Or near ſome warbling fountain | | | King. Full in the center of the groves 4 
Bewail myfelf uſlerp LIL | In yon pavilion ade for love, . 
Where feather'd choirs combining gn Where waodbines, xoſes, jeffamines, 
L ' 
— ith gentle mntm'ring ſtreams, Amaranths, and eglantines, 
And winds in conert joining, Wh imermiagling ſweets have wore 

Rai ſe ſadly-pleaſing dreams. 2] Exit Roſ.] The particuloys'd gay alcave. 
Sir Truſty, ſolus. Sir Truſty. Vour biganeſs, Sir, a3 1 preſume, 


What ſavage tiger would not pity 
A damſel to diſtreſs'd and pretty! . 
But hah ! a ſound my bower * 0 
[Trumpets flouri 
And echoes through the winding ſhades ; * Pp 
"Tis Henry's march! the tune 1 FRY s 
A meſſenger! it muſt be fg. Nor love -fick jegiouty appear; | 
SCENE V. A4 Meſſenger and Sir Truly. þ- wy 3 n le intrude 
Meſ. Great Henry comes! with love cpprett ; 1 this gelficſous tolituse; 
pepe to lodge r. gueſt. eren {| Burt pleaſure reign through-all the groe, 
From purple Helds with Naughter ſpread, And all be peace, and all be love. 
From rivers chok'd with heaps of dead, O the pleaſing, pleabing anguilly 
From glorious and immortal toils, When we love, and — ave Jangu ih! 
Loaden with honour, rich with ſpoils, Wiſhes rifing ! 1 
Great Henry comes! prepare thy bower Thoughts, ſurpr 78 
To lodge the mighty conqueror. Pleaſure courting * F 
Sir Trufty. The bower — lady both are dreſt, Charms tranſporting 
And ready to receive their gueſt, N 4 A 
Meſ. Hither the viRtor flies, (his queen , 
And * progeny unſeen;) l O the ple4fing, pleafing anguiſh! [Excnnar, 
Soon as the Britith ſhores he reach'd, 
Hither his foaming courier Rreich'd; 
nd ſee! his eager ſteps prevent 
| he me ſſage that himſelf hath ſent! 
"y Sir Trufty. Here will I and 
With hat in hand, 
Obſequiouſly to meet him, 
And mult endeavout 
At behaviour 


Has chuſe the muſt convenient loom; 1 
There's not a ſpot in all the park | '1 
Has erees ſo thick, and.ſhades fo dark. | | 
King. Meanwhile with due attend tion vale | 3 
To guard the bower, and watch the gare 5 


Let neither:envy, xf, nor foar, 


——— — 2 


—— —— — — — — — 
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SCENE. rc, f. the middle gf the Bowers 
King and Roſamond. 


King. H US let my weary Toul'forget | 
Reſtleſs glory, martial ſtrife, _ i 


—— 1 — ö ——2 — 
4 


"> - 


That's ſuitable to greet him. Anxious pleaſures of the great, 
SCENE VI. Enter King Henry, after — And gilded cafes. of life. : 
of Trumpets. '} Roſ. Thus let me loſe, in rifing joys, 
| King. Were is my love] my Roſamond ! Fierce, impatience, fond defires, 
Sir Truſty. Firſt, as in firifteſt duty bound, Abſence that fatt*fing hopes deſtroys, 
I kiſs your royal hand. And life-conſumigng fires. 
King. Where is my life! my Roſamond ! NS. ns. Not 4 — 2 -e that Warts ' 
r Tru t with. e warrior's hear „ hor claming arms, 

REY 8 , e profound, 10er fields with hoRite daten eU, 

King. Where is the tender, charming fair! Nor life on proſtrate Gauls beſtow'd, 

Sir Trufly. Let me appear, great Sir, 1 pray, | Give half the j zoys that fill my breaſt, " 
Methodical in what I ſay. | While with Roſamond I'm leſt. | 1! 
King. Where is my love, O tell me where! | Reſ. My Henry is my Toul's delight, "= 

Sir Trufly. For when we have aPrince's ear, My with by day, my dream by night. | 

We thould have wit, Tis not in language to impart | 

To know what's fit The ſecret melii»gs-of my heart, , 

For us to ſpeak, and him to hear, While I my.conquerer ſurvey, F 

King, Theſe dulldelays, I cannot bear. And look my very foul away. 2 1 

| Where is my love! Q tell me where ! | King. O may the prefent bliſs endure, b 
7 Si Trufty. I ſpeak, great Sir, With weeping eyes From fortune, time, and death. ſecure ! ! 1 
She raves, alas! ſhe faints, ſhe dies. Bech. O may the preſent bliſs endure ! | 


King. What 'doſt-thou fay ? I hake with fear. King. My eye cold evet gaze, my ear 
Sir Truſy. Nay, good my liege, with patjence Thoſe gentle ſounds cou'd ever hear: 


6 
— 3 — — 
TBF 


hear. But oh ! with noon-day heats op 1 
She raves, and ſaints, and dies, tis true; My aching temples call for reſt! 1 
But raves, and faints, and dies forfyou. In yon c6ot-groits's artful. a 1 
King. Was eyer nymph like. WN Refreſhing flumbers Ell invite, 4 
$0 fair, 7, faxfhinhful, and ſo fond. 2 Then ſeek again my abſent fair, | TR 1 
Adorn'd with ev'ry "hens and grace | With all the loye a heart can bear. | [Exit King, 
I'm all-defire ! Roſamong, ſola. | ö 
My;heart” 8; on, fire, 5 PEI, this ſad _ preſaging fear, | | 


And leape a and ſprings t to her embraces | | Tis ſudden » ſigh, this fallin g deaf? 1 9 


” *Grid. 


6 F 


Oſt in my ſilent dreams by night 


With ſuch a look I've ſeen him fly, - 
Wafted by angels to the ſky, 
And loſt in endleſs tracts of light; 
While I abaridan'd and forlorn, 
To dark and diſmal deſerts borne, 
Through lonely wilds have ſeem'd to n: 
A long, uncomfortable way. 
They're phantoms all; I'll think no more; 
Ny life has endleſs joys in ſtore, 
© Farewe! ſorrow, farewel fear, 


They're phantoms all! my Henry's here. 


SCENE H. A Pofern Gate of the Bower, - 


Grideline and Page. 


Grid. My ſtemach ſwells with ſecret ſpite, 
To ſee my fickle, faithleſs knight, 
With upright geſture, goodly mien, 
Face of olive, coat of green, 
That charm'd the ladies long ago, 
So little his own worth to know, 
On a mere gigl his thoughts to place, 
With dimpled cheeks, and baby face; 
A-child! a chit! that was not born, 
When I did town and court adorn. 
Page. Can any man prefer fifteen 
To veneradie Grideline ? 
Grid. He does, my child; or tell me why 
With weeping N x ſo oft 1 ſoy 
His whiſkers curi'd, and thoe-ftrings ty'd, 


Ane toledo by his fide, 


Ia ſhoulder-belt fo trimly plac'd, 

With band ſo nicely ſmooth'd and lac'd. 
Page. If Roſamond his garb has view'd, 

The knight is falſe, the nymph ſubdu'd, 
Grid. My anxious bocing heart divines 


| His falſhood by a thouſand figns : 


Oft o'er the lonely rocks he walks, 

And to the fooliſh echo talks: 

Oft in the glaſs he rolls his eye, 

But turns and frowns if I am by; 

Then my fond eaſy heart begui'es, 

And thinks of Roſamond, and ſmiles. 
Page. Well may you feel theſe ſoft alarms, 

She has a heart 
Grid. — > And he has charms» 
Page. Your fears are too juſt 

Too plainly I've prov'd. 
Both. He loves and is lov'd. 
Grid. O mercileſs fate! 
Page. -Deplorable fate ! 
Grid. 70 die 
Pape. To be flain— 
Grid. By a barbarovs ſwain— _ 
Both. That laughs at your pag. 
Grid. How ſhould I-a&? canſt thou adviſe ? 
Page. Open the gate, if you are wiſe; 

J, in an un ſuſpected hour, 

May catch em dallying in the bower, 

Perhaps their looſe amours prevent, 

And keep Sir Truſty innocent. 
Grid. Thou art in truth 

| A forward youth, 

Of wit and parts above thy age; 

Thou know ſt our ſex- Thou art a page. 
Page. I'Il do what I can | 

To ſurpriſe the falſe man, 

* Grid. Of ſuch a faithful ſpy I've need: 

Go in, and if thy plot ſucceed, 


Fair youth, thou may'ſt depend on this, 
[Exit Page, 


III pay thy ſexvice with a kiſs, 


That conſcious ſcene of love contains 


{ Brideline, ſoluz, 


Pr'ythee Cupid no more 
Hurl thy darts at threeſcore; 

| To thy girls and thy boys 

| Give thy pains and thy joys; 

| Let Sir Truſty and me, 

| From thy frolics be free, [Exit Grid, 

8 CEN E III. Page, ſolus. 


O the ſoft delicious view, 

Ever charming, ever new ! 

Greens of various ſhades ariſe, | 
Deck'd with flaw'rs of various dyes ; 
Paths by meeting paths are croſt, 
Alleys in winding alleys loft ; | 
Fountains playing through the trees, 
Give coolneſs to the paſling breeze. 


A thouſand. fairy ſcenes appear, 
Here a grove, a gotto here, 
Here a rock, and here a ſtream; 
Sweet an 
Gay confuſion; 
All a vifion, all a dream! 


SCENE IV, Queen and Page, 


| Daten. At length the bow* ry vaults appear! 
My boſom heaves, and pants with fear: 
A thouſand checks my heart controul, 
A thouſand terrors ſhake my foul. 

Page. Behold the brazen gate unbarr'd ! 
—Sne's fixt in thought, I am not heard——— 

[ Apart, 

Queen. I ſee; I (ee my hands embru'd 
in purple ſtreams of reeking blood ; 
I ſee the victim gaſp for breath, 
And ſtart in agonies of death; 
I ſee my raging, dying lord; 
And oh, I ſee myſelf abhorr'd! 

Page. My eyes o'erflow, my heart is rent, 
To hear Britannia's Queen lament, [ Afde, 
| RNueen, What ſhall my trembling ſoul purſue ? 
Page. Behold, great Queen, the place in view! 
Queen. Ye powers infirutt me what to do! 
Page. That bower will how 

The guilty foe. | 

Queen, Alt is decreed—it ſhall be ſo. 


[ After a pauſe. 
I cannot ſee my lord repine 
(O chat I could call him mine!) 
Why have not they moſt charms to move, 
Whoſe boſoms burn with pureſt love ! 
Page. Her heart with rage and fondneſs glows ; 
O jealouſy ! thou hell of woes { Afide, 


The fatal cauſe of all your pains : 
In vonder ſlow'ry vale ſhe lies, 
Where thoſe fair- bloſſom'd arbours riſe. 
| Queen · Let us haſte- to deſtroy 
Her guilt and her joy. - . 
Wild and frantic-is my grief! 
Fury driving, N 
| Mercy ſtriving, 
Heaven in pity ſend relief! 
The pangs of love, 
| Ye pow'rs remove, 
Or dart your thunder at my head: 
| + Love and deſpair, 
What heart can bear! 
Eaſe my ſoul, or ſtrike me dead! 


| 


[Exeunts 


>» I Www waz See ww =» ww 


1 - 


252222 


R O SAM O N Ds 


SCENE V. The Scene changes to the Pavilion as} 


before. 
Roſamond, ſola. : * 


Tranſporting pleaſure! who can tell it? 
When our longing eyes difcover , 
The kind, the dear, approaching lover, 

Who can utter, or conceal it! | 
A ſudden motion ſhakes the grove : --. 

I hear the ſteps of him I love; 

Prepare, my ſoul, to meet thy bliſs! 

— Death to my eyes; what fight is this! 
The Queen, th' offended Queen I fee ! 
Op; O earth ! and ſwallow me | 


— 


a | 
SCENE VI. Enter to ber the Queen with a Bow! 
in one Hand, and a Dagger in the other, 


Qucen. Thus arm'd with double death I come: 
Behold, vain wretch, behold thy doom! 

Thy crimes to their Full period tend, 
And ſoon by this, or this, ſhall end. 

Roſ. What ſhall I ſay, or how reply 
To threats of injur'd majeſty ? 

Queen, Tis guilt that does thy tongue controul, 
Or quickly drain the fatal bowl; | 
Or this right hand performs its parts 
And plants a dagger in thy heart. 

Roſ. Can Britain's queen give ſuch commands, 
Or oip in blood thoſe ſacred hands? 

In her ſhall ſuch revenge be ſeen ? 
Far be that from Britain's queen ! 

Queen. How black does my deſign appear! 

Was ever mercy ſo ſevere ? [ Afide. 

Roſ. When tides of youthfu! blood run high, 
And ſcenes of promis'd joys are nigh, 

Health preſuming, 
Beauty blooming, 
Oh, how dreadful 'tis to die! 

NQueen. To thoſe whom foul diſhonours ſtain, 
Life itſelf ſhould be a pain. 

Roſ. Who could reſiſt great Henry's charms, 
And drive the hero from her arms? 

Think on the ſoft, the tender fires, 
Melting thoughts, and gay deſites, 
That in your own warm boſom riſe, 
When languiſhing with loveſick eyes, 
That great, that charming man you ſee: 
Think on yourſelf, and pity me! 
Veen. And doſt thou thus thy guilt deplorel 
| [ Offering the dagger to ber breaſt. 
Preſumptuous woman! plead ne more! | 

Reſ. O Queen, your lifted arm n 
Behold theſe tears! 

Queen. They flow in vain. 

Roſ. Look with compaſſion on my wo 
O hear my ſighs! 

Qreen.— They 1iſe too late. 

Hope not a day's, an hour's reprieve. 

Roſ. Tho' I live wretched, ſet me live. 
In ſome deep dungeon let me lie, 
Cover'd from every human eye, 
Baniſh'd the day, debarr'd the light; 
Where ſhades of everlaſting night 
May this unhappy face diſarm, 
And caſt a veil o'er ev'ry charm: 
Offended Heaven I'll there adore, 
Nor ſee the ſun, nor Henry more. | 

Queen. Moving language, ſhining tearss Try 
Glowing gvilr, and graceful fears, * 
Kindling pity, kindling rage, 

At once provoke me, and afſwage. 

Rof.. What ſhall L do to pacify 


. 
1 


[Afide. 


* 
— 2 


þ 


Of ſtreaming gore. 


| 


; 


Queen. Thou ſhalt die. [ Offering elders 

Ref. Give me but one. ſhort moment's ſtay. 

0 Henry, why To far away! [ Afde. 
Queen. Prepare to Welter! in a flood 

Ro 


Offering the dagoer. 
. ——O ſpare ay 3 if 1 55 


And let me graſp the deadly — 


[Tates the boæul in 72 48. : 
Queen. Ve pow'rs, how pity rends my ſoul 


A, 
Roſ. Thus proftrate at your feet fall. E 
O let me ll for mercy call! Falling on ber knees. 
Accept, great Quien, like injur'd Heaven, 
The ſout that begs to be forgiven: 
If in the lateſt gaſp of breath, 
[f in the dreadful pains of death, 
When the cold damp bedews your brow, 
You hope for mercy, ſhew it now. 
Queen, Mercy to lighter crimes is due, 
Horrors and death ſhall thine purſue. 
Offering the da . 
Roſ. Thus I prevent the fe — Be. 
—— Whither, ah! whither ſhall 1 go! 
Queen. Where thy paſt life thou ſhalt laments | 
And wiſh thou hadft been innocent. 
Roſ. Tyrant! to aggravate the ſtroke, 
And wound a heart, already broket 
My dying ſoul with fury burns, 
And lighted grief to madneſs turns. 
Think not, thou author of my woe, 
That Roſamond will leave thee ſo: 
At dead of night, 
A glaring ſpright, 
Wich hideous ſcreams 
I'll haunt thy dreams; 
And when the, painful night withdraws,” 
My Henry ſhall revenge my cauſe, 
O whither does my frenzy drive 
F orgive my rage, your wrpngs forgive; 


My veins are froze; my blood grows chill; 


The weary ſprings of life ſtand tilt; 
The ſleep of death benumbs all o'er 
My fainting limbs, and I'm no more. 
[Falls on the couch. 
Queen. Hear and obſerve your Queen's commands. 
[To ber attendants. 
Beneath thoſe hills a convent ſtands, 
Where the fam'd ftreams of Iſis ſtray; 


| Thither the breathleſs corſe convey, 


And bid the cloiſter'd maids with care 
The due ſolemnities prepare. 
[ Exeunt with the body. 
When vanquiſh'd foes beneath us lie, 
How great it is to bid them die! 
But how much greater to forgive, 
And bid a vanquiſh d foe to live! 


SCENE VII. Sir Trufty, in a fright. 


A breathleſs corſe! what have I ſeen! 
And follow'd by the jealous Queen! 

[t muſt be ſhe ! my fears are true: | 
The bowl of pois'nous juice I view.  ./ 


— 
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| How can the fam'd Sir Truſty live 


To hear his maſter chide and grieve? 
No! tho' I hate ſuch bitter beer, 


Fair Roſamond, Ii pledge thee here. [ Driats. 
The King this doleful news ſhall read | 

In lines of my et 1 

Great Sir, Lues 


C Your Rofaninnd:1 is dead, 
As I am at this preſent; writing. 


The bower turns round, .my brain's awd, <:. 447 


Your kindle vengeance ! 


The labyrintk grows more conſus'd, 


yy 


d Ms an up my heels Fm gone. 
[Staggers and Falts. | 


Hence ye fears and doubrs remove; 


And ons th* anointed hero rage, 


 Shouting armies, clafhing arms, 


And trumpets ſound in es ry trace. 


The rhickety #ance—T: frech, 1 yawn. 


SCENE VIL 
The conflict of my mind. is o'er, 
And Kofamond fhatt charm no more. 


Hence ye ſecret damps of care, 
Freree difdain, and cold deſpair, 


Hence grief and hate! 
Ye pains that wait 


On jealouſy, the' rage of love. | 


My. Henry ſhalt be mine alone, 

The hero ſhalt be all my own; 

Nobler joys poſſeſs my heart 

Than crowns and ſcepters can impart. 


A 0 r m. 
SCENE = 2 ep, @ Cloud, deſcends, | 


alte 
in it 1200 ſa Ia ta be the guardian Ipiriti 
of the Briti 1 in N. ar and in Peace. 


A jb! E HO LD: theuabappy monarch there, 
Thur claims our tutelary care! 
2 Angel. In fields of death around his head 
A ſhield of adamant I ſpread. 
1 Angel. In hours of peace, unſeen, unknown, 
I , o'er the Britiſh throne. 
2 Angel. When hoſts of foes with ſoes engage, 


The cleawag fauchion I miſguide, 
And turn the feather'd ſhaft afide. 
1 Angel. When dark fermenting faQtions ſwell, 
And prompt th' ambitiops to rebel, 
A thouſand terrors } mpart, 
And damp the furious traitor's heart. 
Both. But oh! what influence can re move 
The pangs of grief, and rage of love! 
2 Aagal. III fire his ſoul with mighty themes, 
Till love before ambition fly. 
Il footh his cares in pleaſing dreams, 
ill grief in joyful reptures die. 
2 . Whatever glorious and renown'd 
n Britiſh annais caa be found; 
Whatever actions fhall adorn 
Britannia's heroes, yet unborn, 
In dreadful vifions ſhall ſueceed; 
On fancy'd fields the Gaul ſhall bleed, 
Creſly ſhall! ſtand before his eyes, 
And Agincourt and Blenheim rife. 
1 Angel. See, ſee, he fmiles amidſt his trance, 
And ſhakes a vifionary lace; 
His brain is fi!t'd with loud alarms 


The ſofter prints of love deface; 


#2atb, Glory ftrives ! 
The field is won! 
Fare revives, | 
And love is.gone. | 
1 Agel. Lo calm „ eee jull thy cares 
Look up and fee 
What, after long —— years, 
a |} Thy bower ſhall be! 
When time its beautien mall deface, 
And only with itz ruins grace”! ' 


- 


. 


ö 


2 K O'S A M ON D: 


Behold the glvrious pile aftenagt” 
Columns ſwelling, arches bending, 
Domes in awful-pomp ariſing,” 
Art im curious ſtralses, ſarhrinne 
Foes in figur'd. ſigh s contending» 
Behold. the gloraus pile aſcanding! -— 
2 Angel. He ſees, he — the great reward 
For Anna's mighty chief pregat d: 
His growing joys no meaſure keep, 
Too vehement and fierge fur ſleep. 
1 Angel, Let grief aad lou at once engage, 
His hen is proof to all their pain; 
Love: may plea a 
2 Angel. —— And grief may rage 
Seb. But bath ſball plead and rage in vain. 
[The Autzels cen, and the wifiendi/appeare, 
Henry. [Starting rom the couch. ] Where have 
my raviſh*s ſenſes been | 
What joys, what wonders, have I ſeen! 
The ſcene yet ſtands before my eye, 
A chouſand glorious deeds that lie 
In deep futurity obſcure, 
Fights and triumphs ! immature, 
Heroes immers'd in time's dark womb, 
Ripening for mighty years to come, 
Break forth, and, to the day diſplay'd, 
My ſofc inglorious hours. vpbraid. 
Trantported with ſo bright a ſcheme, 
My waking life appears a dream. 
Adieu, ye wanton ſhades and bowers, 
Wreath of myrtle, beds of flowers z 
' Roſy brakes, 
Silver lakes, 
To love and you 
A long adieu! 
O Roſamond! O riſing woe! 
Why do my weeping eyes o'erflow ? | 
O Roſamond! O fair diftrefs's, I 
How thait my heart, with grief oppreſs d, 
It's unrelenting purpaſe tel; 
And take the long, the laft fare wel 
Riſe, glory, rife in afl thy charms, 
Thy waving creſt, and burniſh'd arms, 
Spread thy vides banners round, 
Make thy thundering courſer bound, 
Bid the drum and trumpet join, 
Warm my fout with rage divine; 
All thy pomps around thee call : 
To conquer love will afk them all. Exit. 


SCENE II. The Scene changes to char Part of 
the Boxwer where Sir Truſty lies pon the Ground, 
with the Buwwl and Dagger on the Table. 


Enter Queen. 


Queen. Every ſtar, and every pow'r, 
Look down on this important hour: 


Lend your protection and defence, 2 


Every guard of innocence! 
Help © me my Henry to aſſwage, 


| To gain his love, or bear his rage. 
| Myfterious love, uncertain . 


Haſt thou more of pain or pleafure } 


| Chili'd with tears, 


Kill'd wich fears, * 
Endleſs torments dwell about thee: 
Vet who would live, and live iron 1 thee? 


, 
| ; But oh the fight my foul alarms: 


My lord appears, I'm all on fire! 
My heart's worry I muſt-retire. 


; l Why am I baniſh'd fem his arms! 


| The futate profpect of the place. 


— 


| Lire 0 by cad ar bete 
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. SCENE-II; King ard Queen. 
King. Some dreadful birth of fate is near; 
Or why, my. foul, unus d to fear, | 

With ſecret horror doft theu ſhake? _ 
Can dreams ſuch'dire jmpreflions make? 
What means this ſoſemn, filent ſhow ? 
This pomp of death, this ſcene of woe“ 
Support me, heav*'n® what's this 1 read? 
O horror! Roſamond is dead. 
What ſha!l 1 ſay, or -whither turn? 
With grief, and rage, and love, I burn: 
From thought to thought my ſoul is toſt, 
And in the whirl of paſſion loſt; 
Why did I not in battle fall, 
Cruſh'd by the thunder of the Gaul! 
Why did the ſpear my boſom miſs! 
Ye pow rs, was I reſery'd for this! 
Diſtracted with woe 
I'll ruth on the foe 
To ſeek my relief: 
The iwerd or the dart 
Shall pierce my ſad heart, 
And finiſh my grief! 
Queen. Fain would my tongue his griefs appeaſe, 
And give his tortur'd buſom eaſe. [ Aſide. 
King. But fee! the cauſe of all my fears, 
The ſource of all my grief appears ! 
No unexpected gueſt is here; : 
The fatal bow! 
Inform'd my foul 
Eleonora was too near. 
* WI. y do I here my lotd receive? 
ing. Is this the welcome that you give. 
Queen. Thus ſhould divided lovers meet? 
Beth. And is it thus, ak! thus we greet! 
Queen. What in theſe guilty ſhades could you, 
Inglorious corqueror, purtue? * 
King. Cruel woman, what could you? 


ſ———— * 


—_— 


Queen. Dege rerate thoughts have fir'd your breaſts 
King. The thirſt of blood has yours poſſeſs d. ' 


Queen, A heart fo untepenting. 
King. A rage ſo untelenting. 
Bath. Will tor ever 
Love diſſever, 
Will for ever break our re. 
King. Floods of forrow will I ſhed 
To mourn the lo.ely ſhade! 
My Roſamond, alas ! is cad, 
And where, Q waere convey'd! 
So bright a bloom, fo ſoft an air, 
Did ever nymph diſciole! 
The lily was not half ſo fair, 
Nor half fo ſweet the roſe, 
Queen. How is his heart with anguifh torn! 
[ Aſide. 
My lord, I cannot ſee you movrn : 
The living you lament; while 1, | 
T# be lamented fo, could die. 
King. The living! ſpeak, ob, ſpeak again! 
Why will you dally with my pain? 
Queen. Were your lov'd Roſamond alive, 
Would not my former wrongs revive ? 
King, Oh, no; by viſions from above 
Prepar d for grief, and free'd from love, 
I tame to take my lat adieu | 
Queen. How am I blejs'd if this be true 


[ Ade. 


King. And leave th' unhappy nymph for you; 
But O!— | 
Queen. Forbear, my lord, to grieve, 
And know your Roſamond does live, 
If *ris joy to wound a lover, 
How much more to give him gaſe? 


_ 


But let me live and die with you. 
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When his paffiorr we diſcover, * f 
O5 ow pleaſing *ris to pleaſe? = 
The bliſs returns; and we receive _ © 
Tranſports greater than we give. 
King. O quickly relate 
This riddle of fate! my * 
My wripatience forgive; 
Does Roſamond live? „ 

| Queen, The bowl, with drowſy juices fill's, 
From cold Exyptian drugs diſtfilf' rr, 
In borrow'd death has clos'd her yes; 
But ſoon the waking nymph ſhall riſe, 
And, in a convent plac'd, admire " 
The cloiſter'd walls and virgin choir: 
With them in ſongs and hymns divine 
The beauteous penitent ſhall join, 
And bid the guilty world adieu— 

King. How am | bleſs'd if this be true! [ Afde, 

Queen. Atoning for herſelf and you. 

King. I aſk no more! ſecure the fair 
in life and bliſs; I aſk not where: 
For ever ſ:om my fancy Red, 
May the whole world believe her dead, 
That no foul miniſter of vice 
Again my ſinking ſoul intice 
It's broken paſſion to renew, 


veen. How does my heart for ſuch a prize 

The vain cenſorious world deſpiſe! 
Though diſtant ages, vet unborn, 
For Roſamond ſhall falſely mourn ; 

And wich the preſent times agree, 
To brand my name with cruelty; 
How does my heart, for ſuch a prize, 
The vai'1, cenſorious world, deſpiſe! 
—But ſee your ſlave, while yet 1 ſpeak, 
From his dull trance unfetter'd break! 
As he the potion ſhall ſurvive 
Believe your Roſamond alive. 

King. O happy day! O pleaſing view! 
My Queen forgive 

Queen. My lord is true. 5 

King. No more I'll change. 

Queen. No more I' grieve. 

Bob. But ever thus united live. 

Sir Truſty. [V/aking.] In which world am I! all 
Every thicket, butk and tree, [1 ſees 
So like the place from whence I came, 

That one would ſwear it were the ſame, 
My former legs too, by their pace. 
And by the whifkers tis my face 

The ſelf-ſame habit, garb and mien! 
They ne'er would bury me in green. 


SCENE IV. Gridcline and Sir Truſty. 


Grid. Have I then 1iv'd to ſee this hour, 
And took thee in the very bow'r! 

Sir Trufly. Widow 'Trufty, why fo fine? 
Why doſt thou thus in colours ſhire? 
Thou ſhobld'ſt thy huſband's death bewail 
In ſable veſture, peak, and vei!, ; 

Grid. Forbear theſe foc!ith freaks, and ſee 
How our good King and Queen agree. 

Why ſhould not we their eps purſue, 
Arid do as our ſuperiors do? 

Sir Truſty. Am I bewſtch'd, or do dream? 
I know not who, or where lam, " 
Or what 1 hear, or what ! fee; 

But this I'm ſure, howe'cr n be, 

It ſuits a perſon in my ſtation 
T*obſerve the mode, and be in faſhions 
Then let not Grideline the chaſte 
9e de for what is paſty 


6 ROS AM ON p. 


And henee anew my vows I plight "ol The King and Queen advancing. 

| To be 2 faithful courteous knight. King. Who to forbidden joys would How, 
| Grid. I'll too my plighted yows renew, That Ae the ſweets of virtuous love! 
| Since tis ſo courtly to be true. | Hymen, thou ſource of chaſte delights, 

| ; Since conjugal paſſion Chearful days, and bliſsful nights, 

$ | Is come into faſhion, Thou doft untainted joys diſpenſe, 

| And marriage ſo bleſt on the throne is, And pleaſure join with innocence ; 

. Like a Venus I'll ſhine, Thy raptures laſt, and are ſincere, 

Be fond and be fine, From future grief and preſent fear, 

1 And Sir Truſty ſhall be my Adonis, Both. Who to forbidden joys would rove, 
Sir Trufty. And Sir Truſty ſhall be thy Adonis, | That knows the ſweets of virtuous love! 
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